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One 


It was after a show in LA, we were back from Japan, and things were going okay. | sipped a beer and watched 
Duff guzzle vodka, it looked like water but | knew what it was. | watched Izzy and Slash sneak off to the 
bathrooms to shoot up or something, to do speedballs or eight balls, whatever. | watched Steven get so 
obliterated he could barely speak | sipped my beer. We weren't going to make it. 


Holy shit, the drug use in this band was bad. Not me. Not anymore. I'd done heroin a few times, maybe more 
than a few times, but | was done with that. | couldn't do coke because it fucked up my voice. | couldn't get 
that drunk because that fucked with things, too. | had to be sober, | had to figure out the financial aspect of 


things and make sure we weren't getting fucked over, God knew no one else in this fucked up band could do it. 


| shook my head, my hair getting in my eyes. | couldn't really worry about that now. | had to worry about our 
lack of radio and MTV exposure, | had to worry about the video for "Sweet Child 0: Mine" and trying to get 
what | wanted, and of course | wouldn't be able to. But "Sweet Child" could be our ticket to more exposure, to 
real radio and MTV rotations, because the song was..accessible. It was still us, it was still real and about our 


lives but it had that ballad thing, that thing that would appeal to girls. 


Slash passed out in the chair next to me. Steven had been out for hours. Izzy was okay because he did just 


enough shit to not get sick. Maintenance. Good for Izzy. Duff was looking green, like he was holding onto the rail 
of an ocean liner instead of sitting on a chair in a club. 


"le got to, | think I'm gonna..." Duff said as he stood up, and | knew the word he left out was puke. | watched 
him lurch off to the bathroom. | lit a cigarette and looked at the bottom of my beer glass. 


"Bill?" | whipped my head around at that name. No one called me that anymore. 


"Jesus, Amy, what are you doing here?" My sister Amy was standing right next to me. Her hair was just like 
mine, straight as a pin, except it wasn't red. Me and Stuart had the red hair. 


“Axl, uh, | just had to..get away from there. | had to get away," | looked at her, at the dry eyes but they were 


puffy, at the exhaustion from travelling so far. | could see it in her face. 


| heard this interview on a radio station, with you, with some American guy in Japan maybe, | don't know..but, 
but, Bill, Axl, | think that, uh..." She stopped talking and looked out over the dark club, at the sea of drug addicts 
bobbing their heads to a grinding bass beat. 


By this time | had a shitty little condo overlooking the valley, but it was better than anything | had ever had 
before. It was all black. Shiny and black. 


"C'mon, let's go to my house," | said, standing up, glancing at Izzy. Izzy was just staring straight ahead, Slash 
and Steven had passed out, Duff was still in the bathroom puking. | left with Amy behind me and didn't say a 
word to Izzy. Even though his eyes were open | wasn't that sure he was fully conscious. | didn't tell anybody 
where | was going. They'd figure it out. 


At my house | flipped the lights on and they shone in all the black shiny things, black floor, black refrigerator, 
black walls. Amy hugged herself and blinked, looked around at the nothing. There was furniture, some, and a 
lamp or two sitting in the middle of the floor, but there was little else. It didn't really look like someone lived 


here. 
"What's wrong?" | said, and she looked down and away from me. 


"Okay," she said, and forced herself to look at me. Her eyes were more blue than mine, mine were mostly 


green. 


"| told you | heard that interview you gave on the radio," she said, and | tried to remember the one she was 


talking about. They tended to run together. I'd given a lot of them in Japan 


"In it you were talking about Dad and how he was like, one of your best friends now or something," Now she 
was narrowing her eyes at me and | took a step back. Did | say that? That was a weird thing to say, but | 
guessed | did. | wanted that, | wanted our relationship to be repaired, to not be a punk teenager and a strict 


father but something more adult, something we could both live with. So? Of course it wasn't true. 


"Yeah, so what if | did?" | said, sitting in one of the black kitchen chairs. She didn't sit, she stood in the middle 
of the little kitchen. 


So? Bill, don't you remember all the beatings? Don't you remember how he would beat you so bad until Mom 
had to finally stop him? Don't you remember how he would do the same thing to me and Stuart? Remember 


getting whacked in the head for nothing, for commercials that came on, for songs that came on the radio?" 


Of course | remembered. | could still feel every one of those hits, every lick with the belt, every whack in the 
head for nothing, for nothing. | didn't like her bringing it up, though. I'd been blocking a lot of those memories 
quite nicely, thank you. | didn't need her ripping open wounds that had just started to heal. 


